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doubt that the social state she is trying to realize is desirable for our
nation, unless profoundly modified. People talk of that difficulty of
"skipping rungs in the ladder/' It seems to me on the contrary that in
this case our past gets in our way and that a still amorphous nation is
much more capable of adapting itself to new forms than a nation that
is already formed. But fiat our capitalist system is worthy of being
condemned, that any collusion of Christianity with it is shameful, does
this mean that Communism, in order to be applicable to France, will
have to be exactly modeled on Bolshevism and will not have to he
adjusted? And what else are they doing in Russia itself but making a
progressive adjustment? And this by no means signifies an arrange-
ment and compromises with the enemy forces.

Of all this, many Catholics, many convinced Christians (I know
some admirable ones), are not aware, cannot be aware. This is because
they live in the ecstatic dream of a Catholicism such as it ought to be,
such as you would like it to be, such as it is not.

"And are you not doing likewise in regard to Communism?"

"But there is this great difference between us, that you realize your
religion entirely in yourself, whereas I cannot after all realize Com-
munism all alone."

Catholicism can thus reach perfection in certain souls. How could
they hold it responsible for the abuses it permits elsewhere?

So it took two letters from correspondents (which it was unbecom-
ing not to publish) to make Les Libres Propos decide to mention my
Pages de Journal5 As it seems to me that the prolonged silence of that
little review, and a most estimable one, is made up in great part of
great admiration for my uncle (so that for them Gide is Charles Gide
and there must not be any other Gide than he), and as my uncle had,
even more than I, to suffer from an even more unjust silence, it is not
of this silence itself that I shall complain. The thing against which I
find it hard not to protest is the peremptory way they had, at the time
of the publication of my Voyage au Congo, of establishing the fact
that before bumping up against a few sorry exactions in French Equa-
torial Africa I had never managed to interest myself in men, solely
absorbed as I was in the contemplation of myself. So that presumably
it required that contact with the oppressed black race to tear me away
from my "narcissism" and that there was less reason for being grateful
to me for finally concerning myself with "social problems" than for
holding it against me for not being earlier interested in them.

If I had kept a journal during my first trip to Algeria as I did daily

6 Extracts from the Journals, published in 1932.